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ST. HERBERT ; 
OR, THE 


VICTIMS OF PREJUDICE. 
(CONTINUED.) 


Tue sun had searce risen 
when my host led Louisa and ny- 
self to our destined habitation. 
None can judge our surprise at 
beholding it, but yourself, to see 
in the midst of such a dreary wil- 
dernessso much magnificence, and 
to find that magn ficence deserted 
too, filled me with astonishment. 
I enguired of my guide who was 
its owner, but he could give no 
account of it, no person having 


been seen there. We entered 


however, and having almost for-. 


ced our way through cobwebs, 
that hung in sheets across the 
hall, we surveyed the apartments 
and found them all furnished in 
anelegant style, though we could 
easily discern that it was long 
tince they had been occupied ; 
we therefore did not hesitate to 


| take up our abode here, but hav- 
| ing procured from the farmer, an 
| indian girl to assist my love in 
family affairs, while I employ- 
ed myself in the garden, we 
considered our selves as settled 
for life. 


Though unaccostomed to Ia- 
bor, I arose each morning with 
the sun, either to guide the plough 
or press the spade, and after my 
diurnal task was finished, I would 
stroll with my happy girl, along 


|| the banks of a creek, and amuse 


myself with catching small fish, 
which her soft hands would dress 
for my evening’s repast ; or we 
would wander to our neighbor’s 
cot, and therechat with his fam- 
ily, and perhaps some passengers, 
who had strayed that way: we 
would divert ourselves upon the 
green with songs and innocent 
chat, or the guileless sports of 


youth. We knew no anxiety— 
we were contented : true we were 
poor, yer poverty did not afflict 
us, for ambition and envy fonnd 
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mot a place in those hearts that 
vere consecrated to pour and last- 
age affeetion. Bet short and 
noacertain is the perdod of mortal 
blessedness how hasty were those 
happy hours, oh, how they har- 


tilel away, 


We had been here near eleven 
months, when one evening (it 
wag in April) as I was looking 
over sume garden seeds by abright 
pire-knot fire, while my Louisa 
gat knitting by my side, we heard 
a number of people speaking loud 
and rushing through the hall, 
which sound being very unusual 
we both rose indistinctively, and 
atept towards the door; it was 
opened from the outside immedi- 
ately, and eight men in hunter’s 
garments came in, and I was go- 
ing to we come them tg my hab- 
‘tation, when a piercingand death 
like shriek which burst from my 
wife, fixed me to the ground. 
Filed with horror, [I giaa- 
sed my eyes every where—and 
they settlec—Oh misery! Now 
ean I speak it,—they settled up- 
on the rage.distorted visage of 


her uncle ! 


‘ Monster,’ exclaimed he, spring- 
ing forward and seizing me by 
the turoa', “¢ and is it here you 
have dired to take up your resi- 
dence’ After having pilfered from 


me my best gem, to piace it my 
Swa cabinet for yourself to gaze 
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at? Bat you shali soffer for yout 
insulence; I wil! exclude her from 
your sight forever.” “ You dare 
not do it,” vociferated I, “ laws 
tuman or divine will not admit 
of such violence, for Louisa is my { 
wife, and nought but death, shall 
wrest her from my bosom,” 
‘“ Wife,” repeated he, “ Wife— 
No, St. Herbert, do not believeit; 
you never were legally married, 
Yondgr man, habited in green, 
the present keeper of my hounds; 
was the person who united you: 
alla farce 1 assure you.” A bois 
terous laughter filled the room, 
which shook meto the soul. [| 
recognized the infamous being in. 
stantly, and had I been a moun 
tain, I would have fallen upon the 
wretch, and crused him to atoms, 
But I had no time for reflection 
or revenge, for the deep groons of 
my Love, who had fallen into 
on hysterie fit, toid my heart, 
that she stood in need of my assis- 
tance: [ flew to her and locked 
herin my arms, whem the bar. 
bar)aas tore her from my embrace, 
and having bound my hands and 
feet, theyconveyed me into a large 
dark room, then seeuring the door 
and windows, they left me te 
mi yself. 


Slow and dismal! were the lea- 
den-footed hours that passed ‘ere 
Aurora shot her purple beams 
through the crevices offmy lenely 
prison ; I was almestin a steX, 
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of stuneiection—the trasition from 


> 


til to woe. was so srreat—so 
sudden, that it searce'left me the 


thinking. I had be 


tieved Louisa mine, and that 2 


facnity of 
surance was the extent of mm 
wishes, the completion of my 
happiness ; bat this horrible dis- 
covery, nad olasted every hope, 
and forbade ever, memory to smile 


The unbacring of my chamber 


goor at lens ronsea me from 
Stupor. Some person entered, 


ani apon -ushing open one of the 
windows. discovered himself to be 
Muurisson ; every pulse around 
beat with indignation. 
“ \V ere] mm deman 


ded ] = We oee 
see her.”’ re.urned he © this wo08M08e 


Louisa 


vou wl! never 


BK mine and she is My prkone 


re free ; of you 


and conduct ; 


within it; you 


Stay near this place 
yourself with propriety, you may 

hear from her sometimes ; but if . 
you quit it enly fora day, I wil! 
aonvey her where vou shall have 
no tidings of her ;’”” so saying, Le 
unbound me,and I arose with- 
our reply, for hopeless grief had 
elosed the aveneus of utterance ; 
and he, taking me by the arm, 
led me out of the mansion, and 
bolted the door after me. 


For three days successively did 
I wander around the buiiding, | 
looking in vain for my partner. I | 
endeavoured to foreethe windows, | 


but to no purpose ; they were te |, 


' 


fruitless : they were too weil 


cuted. I tistened at the porch 
‘ Perheps,’? thought I ‘1 ma 
hear T.ouisa’s footseps,! mav hear 
her pronounce my name.” it wa: 
a frail hope-—there was no voice 
—no sound to realize it. On, 
how did incertitude and appre! 
sion -torture-my ‘breast 

At the close of the third day 
Nature proclaimed herseif exhaus 


y 


ted, (for since ' hac been deprived 


of tne sieht of LLouisa. T had nei 


i 


ther s‘iept norea:), a crowsiness 
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restec maself 24 
fell anto a shamber. As the wen 

of Morpheus closed my swol 
eye-lids, Fancy brought to my 
view, her, whose image was 5 
deeply imprinted on my heart 

Metheupkt che was arrayed in @ 
iong whiterobe that scattered o 
lustre from it, and wac sitting on 
the bank ofa placid river, witha 
beautiful dove in her hand. I ap- 
proached her with my wonied 
eagerness of affection ; but, with 
an angelic smile, she rose, and 
placing the bird upon the sod, re 
treated along the shore. “ Stay 
where you are, my too much aa- 
dored St. Herbert.” said she, * | 
must be going, but I leave youa 
dove—see, the river is smooth— 
other 


ia 
£1G¢@ 


we wii meeton the 


for Peace dwells there.”’ 20 sa, 


iasthes goaded ammo. an — 
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my ne 


Wes out of sight in an insiant, 


Distracted at the circumstance, 


my busy spint was goimg to pur 
sae the lovely phantom, when 
some person calling me loudly by 
my name, awakened me. I star. 
ted up, and to my gre t astonish- 
anding be- 


Her- 
me 


ment, beheld Builer ¢ 
fore me. “¢ Dear Mr. St. 

vert.” said he, ‘ follow 
directly, for 1 believe my dear 
Miss Louisa is dying.’’ My breath 
stuptas he spoke. I made him 
no answer, bat seizing his hand, 
hurried, with him to the chamber 
where she was—as he opened the 
coor, Maurisson met me and 
would have taken my hard, but 
I repulsed hina with fury, and flew 
to the couch where Louisa re 
clined Upen hearing my hasty 
steps she raised her head, opened 
upon me her charming eyes ; but 
Oh, how languid how changed ; 
fierce distress had tarnished their 
lustre, and had frighted the roses 
from her cheeks ; a deadly pale- 
ness sat on every feature, and a 
blush purple stained those lips 
thet could compare with the ru- 
by ' 1 kneeled at her feet and ga- 
zed upon her face without utter- 
ing a word, for the distress of my 
heart was too great. She per- 
ceived it, and encircling my neck 
with her arms, feebly strained me 
to her breast, and attempting to 


smile, said, “ Why all this sor- 
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' tire with her uncle. 
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row, my love, do I not embiace 
you again? You grieve upon my 
account, bat cheer up—possest 
of you once imore, I shall soon 
recover.” Mourisson drew near, 
Forgive, my son”, said he, * for- 
give the mistaken zeal of a disap- 
pointed old man, I did not know 
your worth your father and I 


have bornea long hatred to each 


other. and I was foolish enough 


to suffer an ill-grounded dislike, 
to rest upon his son; but forgive 
me and the tears ran plentifully 
down his withésed face. 1 was 
going toreply, when Wouisa, loos- 
ing her hold, begged me to re- 
At that 
moment the farmer’s wife came 
We retired, and I traversed 
the next ronm in sullen silence 
for near an hour the old man was 
walking by my side and wring. 
ing his hands, when the Indian 
girl called us. I obeyed the sum- 
mons instantly, and on entering 
the apartment, found my wife 
(for . must still cali her so) in bed. 
“Here, my St. Herbert,” said 
ghe, as I approached her, “see 
what a present your expiring 
spouse makes you ;’’she placed a 
beautiful infant in my hands, 
‘“‘ take her,” added she, as the on- 
ly recompence J can now offer 
you for all your affection and ten- 


derness: Yes, feei that lam 


dying, and the last favour { ask 
of you, isto be reconciled to my 
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uncle.” 1 grasped his hand im- 
medistely and brought it to my 
lips; when the old Maurisson 
embraced me affectionately. My 
anel looked up and smiled—yes, 
in the agonies of death she smil- 
ed to see our mutual forgiveness. 
She made me a signal to bend 
over her pillow, which as | did, 
she enclosed me and the child in 
herarms and alternately caressed 
us—a glow of satisfaction over 
spread her cheeks, and her eyes 
resuined their former orilliancy ; 
but it was momentry, for the 
cheek faded again—the eves grew 
dim—they closed—and her tran- 
quil spirit took its everlasting 
flight. 


(To be Continued. ) 


IOHN AUDLEY. 
OR, THE 
Adventures of a Night. 


Joun Audley was a good sim- 
ple soul, a parish clerk, and a cob- 
ler, and lived at Eccleston, in Lan- 
eashire ; where he had many 
years exercised these respectable 
fanctions, very much to his own 
satisfaction, and, generally speak- 
x, to the content of the good 
folks of the village. His talents 
were held in much estimation by 
the lads and lasses in the neigh- 
borrhood ; he had assisted at most 
of the christenings, mended their 
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shoes, cut their valentines. pro- 
nounced Amen, and sung Arthur 
O’Dradley at their weddings, and 
was famous for having himself, 
three several times in his life, seen 
the Shreking Woman, and the 

pperation of the murdered Tin- 
ker. He aleo told more stories o 
ghost. and hobgoblins than eny 
person in Eccleston, Dame Dic- 
conson thermidwite, alone except. 
ed. 


+ 
John Audley’s customers, 'ike 


the houses of the parish where 
He had 


been, on a winter-evening, to car- 


he lived. lav seattered, 


ry home a pairof mended shoes 
to farmer Down’s: and w - re- 
turning, by moonlight, ho! .et- 
ified with fear and erdesvou og 
to whistle away from ceu.cm- 
‘rance the stery of the Tall Wo- 
man in white, and her Fleadless 
Horse ; when, suddenly, a four 
footod creature rushed by him, 
anda voice thundered through 
hisears—”? Hey, Firetail! Fireiail 
Ah, siurch' Here, devil, here '— 
«Lord have mercy upon me !” 
said John Audley, and again the 
thing passed him, swilt as cust 
blown by a whirlwind. John’s 
legs were exceedingly willing to 
run, but wanted the power, snd 
therefore stopped. ‘iis eyes were 
fixed upon two animals that he 
caw approsching, which appeer- 
ed of a frightful magnitude and 
figure : one of them walked up. 
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it, and tue other on all-fours ; || ish clerk, and mortally afraid of 
both ha! heads as roughas a Rus- |} evil spirits. 


ia mn bear, and both grew bigger 
and bigger as ther drew near. 


‘in the nameof the Father, | 


Son, nd Bow. wow! 


;* 1 . *? 
replied Firetaul, 





cutting short 
Jonn Anudley’s invocation.—Ah 
rascal! keep, close, devii! said 
the upri. ht apparition, and Fire- 


Lord 


have mercy apon me! again said 


tail growled and retreated. 


Foun Aadley, who imagined the 


dev.i was only restrarned for a j 


moment, that he might ‘retarn 
How 


syd Firetail’s 


with greater fury. now, 
friend ! 
Witat, ire yoa at prayers in this 
What do you do dewn 
merrow-bones? I 
charge you inthe name of God, 


master; 


place ! 
pon your 
an- wered John, tell me, be you a 
Caristran, a-ghost, or a devit ? 
Neither, Wh-wh-whatare you 
then? A merry: fellow, a trav- 
eller; and, moreover, a Story-Tel- 
ler. And is not shat an evil spir- 
it by your side? An evil spirit! 
What, biretail? A 


yottle con- 


, 


jurer! Lord preserve me? A 
caif’s head and cabbage. Lie 
down, sirrah! Be quiet, dog’s 
face! You would find him an 


evil spirit if I were to let him 


I pray 
you don’t! [pray you ‘don’t! 


loose upon you, perhaps. 


My xsame’s John Audley, I’m 
a poor-harmiess man, aitd a par 








| 





ad > pow 


—— 


John Audley, by the arguments 
of the stranger, was half inclined | 
after a deal of persuasion, to be- 
lieve him real flesh and blood : 
that Firetail was a rough New- 
ftoundiand dog; and that the 
hairy head of his master was 2& 
sha¢gy goat-skin cap, made ina 
whimsical form ; so that the eyes 
(that is, eyes of glass), face and 
horns, were preserved. Such an 
apparition at «uch a time, and 
too, (wtthwut joking), in such ao 
place, might have start!ed a stou- 
ter man than John Audiey : but 
though he began tc suspect him 
to not be actually the devil, He 
remained firmly persuaded he 
must bea conjurer at least; and 
this opinion was confirmed bo h 
by his head dress, which exactly 
tallied with John’s ideas of a con- 


al appearance ; as s!pernatura! in- 
deed it was to him, whose fear 
had swaHewed up his senses. 


And pray, Sir,'said John Aud- 
ley, as they were jogging on to- 
gether, What may your name’ 
be? Andrew And 
where be you going to night: 
As far as your house, friend ; 


Errant. 


where, with your leave, I intend’ 
Jobn Audley’s’ 


to sup and sleep. 
pulse again began to quicken ; he 
was afraid ‘to say yes, but <til) 
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rhore afraid to say no: he would 
have told a lie, and said he had 
neither meat nor bed, had he not 
thought the conjurer knew to | 
the contrarv, and would take |! 
some desperate revenge: at last | 
he stamered out, Y o.you your 
worsltip shall be very welcome, 





; Mr. Errant was 
municative person ; and, as 
walked along, informed his 
panion that he was of a merry, 
happy temper, loved ramb ing, || 
hated employment, and was bles- | 
Bed with a quick imagination, || 
afd a good memory, by means 

of which he contrived £6 live; | 


a very com | 
they 


com- | 


Story-Teller; atrade formerly in 
great renute, but now grown ob 
solete, he being the only one Who | 
st present lived by it professional- 
ly ; not one word of all which | 
John Audley beleved. Mr. Er- | 
fant added, that whether if was 
for want of rivals, or his own ex. || 
cellence, he ceuld not.absolutely | 
determine ; but that he had been | 
very successful in his attempts, || 
and that he never visited s fami- | 
ly a second time who were not 
| 
| 


in short, that be was, by trade, ; 
| 








very glad to see him, and whe | 
did not make alittle feast to en. | 
tertain him whenever he called | 
lohn Audley understoud by this, 
that theconjurer loved good ea- 
ting and drinking ; and, for once, 
he was not mistaken. 








| Morous, marvelous, 


| were 


Mr. Errant, continved giving 
farther traits of his talents and 
character ; such as, that he had 
a large assortment of stories, hu- 
terrible, and 


tender : that, he always studied 


| the temper and dispositions of his 
| hearers before he began ; and that 
| the faculty, he bad of suiting his 


history to his host, was, as he 
believed, the principal cause of 


his success. You now, honest 


| John Audley, said he, Iam sure, 


are very attentive toany tale ofa 
ghost ; and so, | warrant, is your 
good wife. John Audley blessed 
himeelf. How well he knows 
my name! (He had forgot that 
he himself had told it.) He knows 
l havea wife too, and knows— 
he knows every thing! Sach 
John’s silent cogitations 
when they arrived at his cot. 
tage. 


John Audley's, dwelling was 
snug, well-thatched, and warm : 
the inside was decorated with 
shelves on which the white end 
well-scowered wooden dishes and 


| frenchers were placid in rows ; 


beneath ‘were pasted, King 
Charies’s Golden Rules, Death 
and the Lady, with various mir- 
aculous histories of angels that 
appeared in white rebes to minis- 


| ters of the gospel, and devils that 
| carriedaway perjured lovers, Sab- 


bath breakers, and blasphemers. 
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in flashes of fire. to the astonish- | 
ment and terror of all beholders. 


Join Audley opened his door, 
winkedat his wifeDorothy with 
significant terror, and told her he 
had brought home a very honest 
gentlemaa, to give him a bed for 





the night, and a bit of such meat 
as he had in the house. Dorothy, 


who was net in the habit of pay- 


| 
| 
| 
| 


ing implicit obedience to her tius- | 


band’s mandates, was going to 
put in a caveat: and John, who 
knew by her physicgnomy she 
would not have been nice in her 
choice of words, slidad up to her, 
and whispered in her ear—Hold 
thy foolish tongue: do not be 
curst—’tis a conjurer! Dorothy 
had almost as great a respect lor 
or rather fear of, conjnrors, as 
John Audley himself: her coun- 
tenance changed, she ¢ropt a cur- 
tesey, placed afstool, cast a look at 
the cap and the dog, trembled, 
and desired, the gentleman would 
sit down, and drew her counte- 
nance into a very demure form. 


Thou hadst better kill the 
young cock,and boil him witha 
bit of bacon, said John. I will, 
replied Dorothy! and | entabout 
it, though it grieved her to the 
heart—she could have sold him 
for ninepence at Prescot u.arket. 


She presently returned with | 
the victim in her hand: telling 
‘ohn Audley, as she entered, with 








an expressive look and emphasis, 


| that she had not the least difficul- 


ty in catching him, but that, on 
the contrary, he had flown into 
her arms, 


Although the talkative and 
frank disposition of Mr. Errant 
was some relief so the awakened 
fears of John Audley, it could not 
make them totally subside ; and 
as fear is neary related to cun- 


_ ning, it inspired John with a 
thought which he imagined would 


act like a charm in his favour, 
supposing the conjuror should be 
inclined tobe mischievous, from 
the nature of suchaniiials, which 
he believed to be exceedingly 
probable. This was no other 
than to reach down the Bible, 
and sit upon it; which John Aud- 
ley effected with great s!yness and 
dexterity. We have before re- 
‘.arked that John was of the 
Gentle Craft ; and it is here ne- 
cessary to observe, that there was 
a ball of shoemaker’s wax, which 
by accident had been laid upon 
the Bible, over which, being 
nearthe fire, it had spread; and 
this, in his anxiety to cheat the 
devil, or (which is much the 
same) the conjuror, John Audley 
had never noticed, but placed it 
under him next his breech, which 
being thus in contact with the 
Bible, he hoped might secure his 
body against the ,power of magic. 
Mr, Errant, whose profession in 
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some measure implied a ready 

wit, aud a certain knowledge of 
the heart, observed the working 
of that powerful sorceress, Fancy, 
upon the spirits of John and Do 

rothy, and determined to convert 
it tohisown amusement. | will 
tell you astory of the Bleeding 
Finger, good folks, said he, it is 
very strange, and very true ; it 
will divert us while the pot is 
boiling. 

( To be continued. ) 


—— ooo 


TO THE EDJTOR. 
Sir, 

I wave perused the two pre- 
ceding volumes of the Weekly 
Visitor, with much pleasure and 
satisfaction. Your selections have 
chiefly been new and interesting. 
You have gone, as you observed, 
“from grave to gay, from lively 
to severe.” In short, it has been 
both useful and interesting: it 
has contributed largely to the de- 
tection of vice and folly, and has 
been of great service (in my opin- 
ion), to society at large. 


There is no vehicle so happily 
calculated for useful information, 
as a literary paper, both for cheap- 
ness and convenience ; and it is 
to them, in a great measure, we 
are indebted for the enlightened 
state of society in which we ex- 
ist. “* The glory of a nation,” 
tays Johnson, “is its authors.” 








It is the diffusion of literature in 
society, that estranges us from 
barbarism. If we cannot jbe 
wholly criginal, we spread what is 
useful and pleasing, and gather 
some originality. It ought ever 
to be considered, by those who 
have any consideration, as a devi- 
ation from literary duty, not to 
encourage every literary publica. 
tion, the principles of which are 
not incompatible with the laws of 
morality, but promotive of bene- 
ficial instruction, andthe most 
innocent amusement. 


A mind, which has no restraint 
from a sense of its own weakness, 
of its subordinate rank in the crea- 
tion, and of the extreme danger 
of letting the imagination loose 
upon some objects, may very 
plausibly attack every thing the 
It 
would not be difficult to criticise 
creation itself ; and if we were to 
examine the divine fabrics by 
our ideas of reason and fitness, and 
to use the same method of attack 
by which some have assaulted 
revealed religion, we might with 
as good acolour, and with the 
same success, make the wisdom 
and power of God, in his creation, 


most excellent and venerable. 


appear to many no better than 
foolishness. ‘There is an air of 
plausibility which accompanies 
vulgar reasonings and notions, 
taken from the beaten track of or. 
dinary experience, that is admira- 
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nies 


bly suited to the narrow capaci- 
ties of some, and to the idolatry of 
others. 


It was this aptitude of man- 
kind to embrace plausible false- 
hoods, and the love of paradox, 
which exists in most men, that 
gave much popularity to the mis- 
Chevious essays of Rosseau ag inst 
the Arts and Sciences, and on the 
inequality of mankind. 

C. 


-——aee 


THE FRAGMENTIST. 
No. I. 


THE PERMIT. 


He had retired to this seclud- 
ed spot when lhe had passed his 
fortieth year. 











| 
| 
| 
| 


The loss of his be- i 


loved partner had given hima dis. |! 


taste to what the world calls plea- 
sure : and he fled from the socie- 


ty of man, to hide his griefs in the | 
He there found his sor- }! 


desert. 
rows mitigated in the company 
of a son. 
one that induigent heaven had 
blessed him with. He was long 


& comfort to his father ; he went !: 
i  deatlighte hermit ; 


one day to procure refreshment, 
and returned not again, fate had 
somehow conveyed him away. 


Many years had intervened. and 
the Father saw nothing of his 
Son—he had given up all hopes 
of again beholding’ him in this 


1! 


This son was the only }; 
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world, and was happy in the 
thought of soon joining him and 
his mother in the regions of hap- 
piness. One morning when Phe- 
bus had risen with refulgence, and 
gladdened the earth with his cheer 
ing beams, the industrious farmer 
had whist ed at his plough, and 
all nature wore the smile of grat. 
itude, when a gentle tap at the 
of our Hermit’s habitation roused 
him from his slumbers—he had 
slept longer than it was customs- 
ry— Who i is it that intrudes up. 
on the abode of a solitary man?” 
he opened the gate; an Indian 
stood before him: he wasin no 
danger from the tawny son of tte 
forest, forthe naméof.Alonzo was 
highly esteemed—“ Bringest tho 
good tidings, Ononthio;. what 
has so early occurred, that ha? 
forced thee to make a journey of 
so many miles ?”—I first have 
something to enquire of thee,” 
returned the friendly Indian, “and 
ifthou sayest it is so, then to thee 
I will relate the rest ; hadst thon 
everason, that for sometime li¥- 
ed with thee here, and then was. 


' missing thoa knewest not how ” 


“ }'ven so it was,” replied the 
“ and I have 
long since numbered him with the 
dead. But what bringest thou 
te speak of him ?--Is it to awa- 
ken in my breast with redoubled 
poignancy, the sorrows to which 
Iam nota stranger?” ‘ Quite 
the reverse,” returned O nonthio; 
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Ihave come to impart to thee 
comfort, for thou needest it, and 
to tell thee that thy son lives’ 
——“ Lives !’’.--repeated the her- 
mit in amaze, 
of this, my friend, or is it to sport 
with the feelings of an old man, 


‘“ art thow certain | 


that thou has invented this story ! 


inform me more fully, I can scarce- 
ly c.edit what thou hast said. 


Prepare, then, to be convinced, 
said the Indian. Thou knowest 
that our mation has long been at 


war with the n&tion that lives on 


the other side of the bright river, 
nor have we vet buried the hatch. 
et in peace. It is our custom to 
offer up the prisoners we take i 

sacrifice, to appease the Great 
Spirit. It fell upon me to lead 
them forth to the torture—I had 
given them nearly all into the 
hands of my countrymen, when 
itcame tothe turn of a white 
man. I was loosening his fetters 
—he looked me in the face— 
Hadst thou evera father? asked 





the trembling wretch. Yes, an- | 


swered I, but he fell by the hands 
of his enemies, and I have sworn 
to revenge his death. Mine, no 


doobt, has long sinee slept in | 


death, continued he, it is many, 
very many moons ago since | saw 
him. One morning I sought 
for food ; in my search, I strayed 
too far, and was surprised by a 
party from the nation on the 
other side of the water—I have 








7 


lived with them ever since, and 
this day they armed me with the 
tomahawk and knife, and am 
now a prisoner. But oh, if thou 
lovest life, spare me, I will live 
in friendship with thee; I will 
love thee as if thou wert my bro- 
ther! 


He’ wept, he ceased; I felt 


| that I was’a man—that ] was an 





' to the abode of his father. 





P| low a rate. 


Indian. I begged him of my 
brethren, and he is now safe. I 
asked his father’s name, and he 
informed me it was Alonzo. I 
knew you, and am now come to 
prepare you for’ the happy meet- 
ing?’ He had scarcely finished,: 
when a tribe of Indians appeared, 
conducting the son of our hermit, 
The 
meeting was joyful, and Alonzo 
was again happy. 


ee 


MODERN 
Faskionable mode of Shopping. 


Scene, Broadway—a Dry-Good 
Store in view. Enter Mis" 
Whimsical, and her sister. 


Have you any pelisecloth, s'r © 


Yes, miss, here is a very finez 


piece. Whatis the price of it, 
sir? Two dollars and a half, 
miss. Two dollars and a half, 
Sir! Yes, miss, it is very fine, 
and had we not bought it at auc- 
tion, we could not afford it at so 
It won’t answer «* 
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that price, sir: let me look at 
some of your handsome si k vel- 
vets. What colour, miss? Not 
any particular colour, sir. Here 
are several pieces, pink, green, 
orange, and scarlet, miss What 
is the price of this piece of orange, 
sir? Four dollars, miss. Oh! 
my patience, whyI saw just 
such as thas at Mr. Gassner’s, for 
three anda half: Polly, do you 
think this is a handsome orange ? 
No, I do not, indeed, Maria; I 
think Mr. Gassner’s is by far the 
handsomest colour. You can give 
me a sample of it, sir ; at is not for 
myself, and if the lady tikes it, I 
will call and get it. Very well, 
miss: if ho:ever, you take it 
now, you shall have it for three 
dollars and three quarters. I will 
take four yards and a half of it 
now, if you will let it go at three 
and ahalf. Very good, miss, you 
may take it.—J will call again, 


Sir. 
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COMMUNICATION. 





On the 7th inst. after a tedious 
and lingering decay, in the 84th 
year of his age, departed his life, 
in all the triumphs of a christian, 
the venerable Dr. John Rodgers, 
forty-six years one of the pastors 
of the Presbyterian church in this 
city. He was a native of Boston, 
horn some time in August, in the 





years. 


in Wall-street. 














year of our Lord 1727. Though 
he had not the aid ofa collegiate 
education, which he often Ia- 
mented when in the company of 
his confidential friends, notwith- 
standing, in the early part of his 
ministry he possessed a rich vein 
of pulpit eloquence, accompanied 
with irresistible energy, and pre- 
eminent zeal in his master’s cause, 
which put him high on the list 
of the most distinguished heralds 
of the cross. Pious from his ear- 
ly youth, he was prepared for the 
duties of the altar, by the emi- 
nent Dr. Blair. He began at an 
early period of his life his clerical 
career ; in 1949, March the 16th, 
he was ordained, at the age of 22 
Upon the death of Doc- 
tor Bostwick, he became joint 
pastor in the Presbyterian church 
The sacred funce- 
tions of his office were exercised 
with purity, simplicity, and 
truth, without the vain parade of 


|! the wisdom of words, or the tin- 


sel ornaments of speech. 


He pessessed a retentive memo- 
ry, and was a great textutarian. 
The strength of the solemn truths 
he wished to enforce, were sup- 
ported with a torrent of scriptural 
testimony, which carried irresist- 
ible conviction to the minds of 


I! his audience, and which made 
| him during the period ofa long 
| life, one of the most useful heralds 
| of the eross. The natural pow- 















































oh at 


THE WEEKLY VISITOR. 
| ers of his mind were only exceed- || commands our esteem, and ex- 
> ed by his eminent piety and zeal. || cites our tenderness, and for 
His passions were naturally |! whose sake we could contentedly 
strong, and by the purity of his | give up every other pursuit, ex- 
) morals,inan eminent degree proved |; Pecting to find in the enjoyment 
in his corduct the invincible pow- || Of the beloved object, the fulness 
er of restraining grace. Convin. |; of all terrestrial happiness. Such 
ced of his piety towsrds God and 2 passion inspires us with the 
benevolence to his fellow men, |i most refined sentiments, and ex- 
he shone conspicuous in his gen- || 2lted notions, gives us an eleva- 


| eral conduct, through life, and se- || tion of mind, a benignity of tem- 


| per, sinking and depriving every 
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© cured to him the warm affections 
| of the flock over whom he pre. |] Vice, strengthening and improv- Ly . 
| sided, with the commanding || ing every virtue. 
; dignity which the consciousness 
' of the sacredness of his high de it 
charge naturally inspired. THE COTTAGE. hi 
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He gurvived the greatest part Ai sentimental Fragment. 
' of his usefulness, and after 46 
years unremitt-ng labors, when 
his faculties had fallen into decay 
from the languor of age, honora- 
blyretired,im pressed with'the sense 
of duty into the humble vale of 
private life. Hedied universally 


SWEET pliability of the af- 
fections! that takes the barb 
from the dart of misfortune, and 
shapes the mind to its allotment ! 
} I have been master of a palace, 
said Honorius, and now my only 
habitation is a cottage. Troops 


respected by his fellow citizens, 
of liveried slaves then obeyed my 


| who will doubtless stew themyr- 
nod ; and my sheep alone are now 


tles of gratitude over the grave of . “ | 
obedient to me. The splendid j 


- ah eminent saint. 


i board is exchanged for the fruit: i 
. — | that the earth yields to my own a 
é . |] labour ; and the rarest juice of the 

* LOVE. | vintage. is succeeded by the sim. 

é ple beverage of the fountain. 


Love is that prepossession we 
feel in our breasts for a particular But am I Iess happy in this” 
person, whose perfections we are || nook, where my ill fortune has 
"more than ordinary sensible of, placed me, than when I passed 


whose person and humour strike my laughing youth in the gaudy 











/ in with our fancies, who at once [| bowers of prosperity? If I am 
i i 


¥ 





* 














ad 


THE WEEKLY VISITOR. 








aiot soothed by flattery, I am not 
wounded by ingratitude. If 1 
feel not the conscious pride of su- 
perior life, Iam not the object of 
calumniating envy,and Iam now 
too far removed into the shade, 
for scorn to point its finger at me. 
Tears I have none; and hopes— 
there is my consolation ! there is 
the source of my joys, and the 
eure of my sorrows; they no 
longer rest on vain, idle, fallacious 
objects --or private friendship, or 
public justice: they have now a 
more durable fowndation—they 


rest on Fleaven. 


EPITAPH OW A YOUNG LADY. 


GO, spotless honour, and unsul- 
lied trath, 

Go smiling innocence, and bloom- 
ing youth, 

Go female sweetness, join’d with 
manly sense, 

Go winning wit that never gave 
offence ; 

Go soft humanity, that blest the 
poor, 

Go saint-ey’d patience, from af- 
fliction’s door, 

Go modesty, that never wore a 
frown, 

Go virtue, and receive a heavenly 
crown. 


ALBERT. 





MMi. Earle, Mr. Oliver A. White, to 
Miss Sar.h M. Bates, daughter of Jolin 
P. Bates, all of this city. 


John Williams, Mr. Ethan Adams? 
to Miss Clarissa Jones, both of this 
city. 








Charles Lightheart, to Miss Debby 
Van Skinderbarrack. 








year of his age, the Kev. Dr. John | 
Rodgers, 


Elizabeth Gamage, wife of Dr. John 
Gamage. 


On Monday evening next, will be 


OTHELLO, 
IAGO, 








— _ eee ; 


MARRIED, 





On Sunday evening last, by the rev. 


On Tuesday evening, by the rev. 


On Monday evening last, Mr. 





-_—— 


DIED, 


ee ee 


On Tuesday evening in the 84th 


On Wednesday afternoon, Mrs. 
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Presented, 
The tragedy of 


OTHELLO. 


i sas 


Mr. Cooper. | 
Cookyz, 
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To which will be added, 


The farce of the 


APPRENTICE. 
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From the Philadelphia Repertory. 


The Sailor-Boy. 


THE sun in the west his last rays 
now display’d, 


And dane’d on the breast of the 


billowy way ; 
He seemingly lnger’d, his absence 
delay’d, 
To kiss the clear wave, and in 
wantonness play. ‘ 


Serene was the ocean, and lovely to 
; view, , | 
As wafted Ajolus the bark o’er the 
wave ; 
And the welkin array’d in etherial 
blue, 
Assurance of transient tranquillity 
gave. 


Henry stood on the prow, and he si- 
lently gaz’d =" 
On the deep, and remembranee a 
tear caus’d to start 7 
From his cyes, as it told him how dis- 
tant were plac’d, 
The beings belov’d and rever’d by } 
his heart. 


They are few in this world, the poor 
suilor-boy said, 








Nor father nor mother are anxious 
for me ; 


They are number’d, alas! with the 
mouldering dead, 
And their Henry is toss’d on the 
turbulent sea. 


Though they rest in the tomb, not 
alone am I left, 
Like a lonely link, sever’d from na- 
ture’s vast chain ; 
Nor yet of affection’s sweet tear-drop 
bereft, 
The kindest of sisters will soften 
each pain. 


Whose arms will, to welcome me, 
fondly be spread, 
And her fears will be hush’d as she 
clasps me again ; 
The’ remembrance of storms that 
have pass’d o’er my head 
Will fade, and no traces of sorrow 
remain. 


Thus pensive he mus’d, till the sha- 
dows of night 
Fell fast, and thefboatswainhis shrill 
whistle blew ; 
He gigh’d aad obey’d, for his heart 
was not light, 
And fancy gtill turn’d his dear sis- 
ter to view. 


Heaven guard you, he said, soon again 
may we mect— 
Fond hope seem’d to cheer, and hia 
spirits renew ; 
He thought of the soul-thrilling kiss 
that would greet 
His return, and he breath’d, witk 
his blessing—adieu ! 


— ie 


PITY. 


COME, gentle Pity, sooth my breast, 
Pity, thou attribute divine, - 

Come softly lull my heart to rest, 
And with my tears ch mingle thine: 
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How sweet is sympathising grief, 
How grateful to the breast of woe, 

From sorrows pangs we find relief 
In tears that from sweet pity flow. 


Thus sighing to the passing gale, 
Or wand’ring o’er the rugged steep, 
Oft have I told my mournful tale, 
And wept my sorrows in the deep. 


Few are my days, yet full of pain, 
I sorrowing tread life’s devious way, 
No hopes my weary steps sustain, 
My grief, alas ! finds no allay. 


See yonder rose that withering lies, 
Lost are the beauties of its form, 

Torn from its fost’ring stem it dies, 
A victim to the ruthless storm. 


How fair it shone at carly morn, 
How lovely deck’d in verdant pride, 

It blush’d luxuriant on the thorn, 
And shed its sweets on ev'ry side. 


How fair the morning of my day, 
Now chang’d, alas !to horrid gloom, 
My joys are fled, far, far away, 
And buried lie in Anna’s tab, 


PIETY. 


°TIS sacred piety that leads the ra- 
vish'd mind, 

Through polish’d fields, and joys the 
most refin’d, 

Instructs the wand’ring eye, at one 
extended glance, 

To dart o’er time, and view our life’s 
expanse— 

View unseen worlds to beings form- 
less end, 

While all their armies on one king 
depend. 

Angels and luminaries round him rise, 

Existing in his fe, and kindiing from 


His unconfin’d love, his ali-extensive 
soul, 

Brighter exalt and regulate the whole, 

Instructs the pride of man to fix its 
bound, 

In one small spot of this amazing 
round. 

Contract «ndlean, where heaven has 
fix’d its fute— 

An inch its room, a moment for its 


date ; 

Teaches the heart a higher Bliss te 
taste, 

And part its feelings with anothci’s 
breast. 

Enlarge its fondest wish for all man- 
kind, 

And prize the likeness of the maker’s 
mind ; 

While mutual love bids all discord 
cease, 


And earth unite in cheerful notes e«f 


peace. 
EZBON. 


Verses design’d for a Watch-Case. 


Coutp but our tempers move like 
this machine 

Not urg’d by passion, nor delay’d by 
spleen ! 

But, true to nature’s regulating pow- 

er, 

By virtuous acts distinguish every 

hour ; 

Then health and joy would follow as 

they ought, 

The laws of motion, and the laws of 

thought ; 

Sweet health, to pass the present mo- 

ments o’cr, 

And everiusting joy, when time shah 

be no more. 
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